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T be Hiflorte of 

Hee made a blufiiing citall of himfelfe, 

And chid his trcwant youth with fuch a grace, 

As it he rnaftred there a double fpirit 
Of teaching, and of learning inftantly : 

There did hepaufe; but let me tel Uhe world, 
Ifheout-liuethccnuieofthis day, 

England did neuer owe fo fweetca hope, 

So much mifeonftruedinhis wantonneffe. 

Hot. Coofcn,I thinke thou art enarpored , 

. On his follies s neuer did I heare 
Of any Princefo wilde at libertie : 

Butbe he as he.will,yetonceere night* 

I will imbrace him with a Souldiers arme, 

That hefhallfhrinke vnder my curtefic. 

Arme, arme with fpeed,and fellow’s fouldiers, friends, 

Better c.onfider what you haueto doc, 

That I that hauenot well the gift of tongue,. 

Can liftyour blood vp with perfwafion. Enter a Meffengcr, 

Meff. My Lord.here are Letters for you. 

Hot. I cannot read themnow. 

O, Gentlemen, the timeorlife is fhort j 
To fpend that fhortneffe bafely , were too long.* 

If life didride vpon a Dialspoynt, 

Still ending at the arriuall ofan houre, 

And ifwctiue, we line to treed onKinges, 

If die, braue death, when Prineesdie with vs. 

Now for our Confciences,the Amies is faire, 

“When the intent for bearing them is iuft. Enter another. 

Meff. My Lord. prepare, the King comes on apace. 

Hot. I thanke.him.thit he cutsme from my tale : 

For I prpfelTe not talking, onely this, 

Let each man doc his beft i and hcredrayv I a Sword, 

Whofe temper I intend to ftaihe 

With the bed blood that I can meet withall, 

In cheaduenturc of this perilous day. 

Now efperance Percy, and fet on’, 

Sound all the loftie inftruments of Wane, 

And . by that muhek^kt vs all imbrace, 


Henrie the fourth. 

For hcauen to earth, feme of vs neuer Hi all, 

A fecond time do fuch a curtefie. 

Here they embrace ,the Trumpets found, the King enters with his 
power, alarme to the Battel/: then enter < J)orvgUs i and Sir 
Walter Blunt. , 

Blunt. Whatisthy name, that in Battell thus thou crofleft me? 
What honour doft thou feeke vpon my head? 

Dow. Know then, my name hDowglas, 

And I doe haunt thee in the Battell thus, - . 

Becaufe feme tell me, that thou art a King. 

Blunt. They tell thee true. 

Dowg. The Lord of Stafflerddeare to day hath bought- , 

• Thy liken elTe, for in Head of thee, King Harry 
This S word hath ended hitn.fo lhall it thee, 

VelelTe thou yccld thee as a Prifoncr. 

J Blunt. I was not borne to yecld,thou proud Sot?, 

And thou fhalt find a King that will rcuenge 
Lord Staffords death. 

They figt, Dowglaskds Blunt $ then enters Hot [pur. 

Hot. O De»g4«,hadft thou fought at Holvtedon thus, 

I neuer had triumpht ouera^eer. 

t Dowg, Als donc,als won, here brcathlcs lyes the King, 

Hot. Where} Dowg. Hcere. 

Hot. 'thhfDowgJUs ? no, I know this facefull well, 
AgallantKnight he was, his name was Blunt',, 

Semblably furnilht like the King himfclfe. 

T)owg. Ah foole,goc with thy foule whither it gees,. 

A borrowed title haft thou bought too deare. 

Why didft thou tell me, that thou wertaKing/ 

Hot. The King hath many marching in his Coates. 

Dowg. Now by my Sword, 1 will kill all his Coates, 

He murder all his W ardropc piece by piece, 

Vntilll meete the King, Hot. Vp and away. 

Our Souldiers ftand full fairely for the day, 

Alarme , enter Falftalffe folus. 

Falf. Though I could fcape fhot-free at London, I feare the 
ftjot here.here’s no (coring but vpon the pate . Soft, who are 
you? Sir Walter Blunt, there’s honour for you, here’s no vanitic, 
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